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Chapter 1

Being told you were a demon and seeing it in action were two different things. For Chizuru, it was an overwhelming and horrifying experience.

Harada refused to look at her nor her bloody shoulder. Instead, he put some distance between them, mumbled some words and left, but not before his little tantrum. And whenever she tried to speak to him, he left, saying some poorly thought up excuse. It was clear he was avoiding her.

The thought only seemed to increase her misery.

Shiranui's words continued to haunt her. Would the Shinsengumi grow to hate her? They knew her to be a demon but if she demonstrated supernatural strength or inhuman healing, they'd be wary of her.

'Like Harada.' Her mind supplied and she winced. Whenever he was with Heisuke or Shinpachi, that's all they'd ever talk about. His defeat, and both she and Harada would tense up. Then they'd try to cheer him up, calling Shiranui a monster, someone inhuman.

Although they didn't know it, each insult of his abilities hit her with an unimaginable wave of despair and fear.

Sanan-san did nothing to help either. Each evening, he'd come to her room, trying to persuade her to join the Fury Corps. He'd praise her abilities as a demon but she only felt all the more different.

Her dream of a peaceful life was slipping away. As a demon she was shunned, but as a female demon she was pursued. Love was quickly becoming a fading dream, and so was her endurance to the ever piling stress.

OoO

Unknown to even Hijikita and Saito, Shiranui began to pay her nightly visits, right after Sanan-san. At first, she considered calling out for help but his words stopped her.

"Do you really want to hear _more_ talk of us demons as monsters?"

Any words of help abruptly died on her tongue, and she remained silent. Still, she was wary. He was a rowdy person, and easily set off. "Why... Why're you here?" She asked, tightening her grip on the broom she had been using to sweep.

He saw and laughed. "A broom, really? Again, that doesn't mean shit to a demon."

She frowned. He was ignoring her question.

He leaned against the tree, smirking. "You're so timid, you know that? Pathetic."

Chizuru bristled but lowered her broom. "Do you intend to kidnap me for Kazama?" She cautiously asked.

He scowled. "Seriously?" And began to trek toward her. She took three steps back, beginning to regret asking.

**Splash! **

"I wouldn't lift a finger for that asshole."

Startled, she could only gape.

"Are you gonna get up or sit in the water all day, stupid?"

She pushed her bangs out of her eyes and sighed. However rude he was, she was still frightened of him and couldn't summon the courage to reprimand him. So she stumbled out of the pond, shivering, and glanced at him.

He looked bored but his earlier rambling perked her interest.

"You don't like Kazama?"

He scoffed, crossing his arms, replying "The guy's an asshole, hellbent on world domination." The new tidbit of information surprised her more than she could say, and instead opted for listening quietly. "What?" He grumbled. "Just because I work for the prick doesn't mean I hafta like him."

Hearing him talk of Kazama in such a way confused her, surprised her. Just as she was going to ask another question, he was gone, leaving her to blink at the suddenly empty spot.

"Chizuru?"

She turned to the sound, "Heisuke?" He nearly ran to her. "You're soaking wet!" He exclaimed. "What happened?"

Excuses bubbled up within her, but too overwhelmed to lie, she chose the one closest to the truth.

"I fell into the pond." She mumbled, somewhat embarrassed. He grabbed the broom from her hands. "Chizuru, you klutz, you're gonna catch a cold. Go inside!" He practically yelled, ushering her inside.

She couldn't help but glance back. Shiranui's visit had been unexpected, scary even, but her curiosity won out

She wanted to see him again.

End of Chapter 1
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Chapter 2

"…Monster."

Chizuru almost dropped the broom at that, fumbling to grab it before it completely hit the ground and caused undue attention. Tensing, she regained her composure and looked up. She wasn't all that surprised to see it was Shiranui. Her feelings were more of a mix between fear and caution.

"H-hello." She barely managed, before wincing. Who greeted their enemy?

"Yo." He greeted lazily, perched atop a rock. After a moment, he spoke up. "You're always cleaning. What're you, a slave?"

Chizuru looked down to the dirt she had swept up, hardly any in that she cleaned every day. But what could she do? She couldn't fight, and it seemed cleaning was her only reprieve from the bleak state of the Shinsengumi. Her eyes were downcast, "I guess, it's my only way of getting some alone time…" In her own way, she was avoiding everyone too.

Shiranui smirked, "Oh? Are the doubts finally sinking in?"

"No!" She said before she could stop herself, "No… It's not that." She refused to admit he was right on the money. "I'm just trying to be useful."

"You're a woman." He stated, "The only thing you're good for is in the bed."

Heat rose to her cheeks before she rounded on him, "You're gross."

Shiranui shrugged, "Either way, you're useless. Demon or human."

Her hands tightened on the broom, "…Stop it."

"Hm?"

"_Stop it!"_ The words came out more strangled than she had hoped for. She wanted to be strong. She didn't want to feel suspicious of the men who had cared for her so long. Hotness burned at her cheeks but she refused to let the tears fall. "I'm not useless." She couldn't fight, couldn't understand those around her like she wanted, but that didn't mean she was useless. "I _can_ help."

"Oi oi." Came the mocking tone and when she looked up, Shiranui was smug in expression. "Hit a sore spot did I?"

Her throat tightened in response.

His next words ripped her heart anew. "When you planning on ditching this place?"

"What's it to you?" She tried to make it sound stronger than how she felt.

The male in front of her leaned back lazily, "Just wondering when things will begin to pick up speed around here." He flashed her a set of sharper than average teeth, "How's your _wound_?"

Instinctively, her hand touched the left of her shoulder. It had healed long ago, but she still kept the bandage on. She wanted to at least pretend she was human. "It's fine."

Cruel amusement danced in Shiranui's eyes. "Naturally. I imagine it healed within the hour."

Chizuru bit her lip. It shouldn't have been a surprise, considering the wound that had quite literally dug into his arms the other night had healed within a matter of minutes. "Why are you here?"

He responded more honestly than she had anticipated, frowning unhappily. "Kazama's being an ass." The wonder was evident in her face. "What?" He growled out. "Not all demons are all buddy buddy."

It was weird of her to liken that both their situations were strained ones at the moment but she did so anyways. "Sounds… rough."

Wrinkles creased Shiranui's eyebrows as he stretched. "Amagiri's not much help either- the prick."

Something occurred to her then. "Kazama and Amagiri are Satsuma, but you're Choshu…" She murmured, "So wouldn't it be obvious you three aren't going to get along?"

_Click._

Her heart flopped. As she looked up, she was met with the barrel of the gun pointed in her face.

"Oi." Shiranui coldly specified, "I said I wasn't part of the Choshu."

She swallowed loudly. "R-right."

Satisfied, he holstered the gun. At her rigid state, he sighed loudly. "God do you ever stop with the whole freeze thing?"

It was hard to say he was the cause of it. Instead, she looked away petulantly. "It's not that easy to look death in the face calmly."

"'Course it is." Shiranui stated as a matter of fact. "You just tell 'em to fuck off. Besides, you're a demon remember?" Back to relaxing, something contemplative entered his expression. "Just because humans are fragile doesn't mean we have to be."

Demons. Humans. Were they really so different? She turned pensive eyes towards him, unsure of whether or not to ask.

"What're you staring at?"

"Aah." Chizuru startled, unaware he had looked back towards her.

"Out with it."

"It's nothing." She jumped when he easily leapt from the rock to where she stood. "W-what?" Stumbling back when he reached out to her, she gave a tiny gasp when he roughly grabbed ahold of her collar and pulled her close.

"Stop being so jumpy. It's annoying." He groused, "Now what were you gonna say?"

"How?"

"How what?"

"How do you do it?" She quietly asked, "How do you deal with all this? With… With being a demon?" The words came out in a rush before she could stop them. "With humans? How do you deal with being _different_?" She looked up at Shiranui, pleading more to herself now. "Doesn't it bother you?"

"Oi…" He looked uncomfortable in the onslaught of her questions.

Her hands touched his arms, that the days prior had been gashed open by Harada's spear. "This… This whole thing… don't you feel sad?"

Shiranui's lavender eyes gave nothing away as his expression changed to that of indifference. "Why would I?"

Her hands fell away before she looked down at her own, free of scars from accidents she was sure she had incurred many times in the past. "Because… I… we're not human, and no matter-" Her voice cut off before she continued shakily, confirming her own fears. "No matter what… humans are wary of us." Unknown to her, her own hands began to tremble.

There was slight shuffling, before a sigh resounded. "Agh this isn't what I wanted…" Was the small mutter. She barely paid any attention but squeaked when she was shoved back. Effectively ending the subdued atmosphere, she looked up. Shiranui was glaring heatedly at her, but his push hadn't had any real force behind it.

"You're a demon." She flinched. "There aren't many female demons in Japan, so I suggest you quit complaining about your heritage and suck it up." His words were calloused, but he continued on anyways. "There's no reason to be ashamed just because some stupid humans can't get over the fact they're not some immortal." He paused a little, "So, so just stop being so damn weepy about it!"

He gave one last scoff and disappeared. Left alone, Chizuru sniffled a little. She rubbed her eyes, "You don't have to be so uncaring about it…" As she said this, she was well aware of the meaning behind his words. He was trying to cheer her up, even if he was awkward at it.

She allowed herself one more moment of disparity before she went back to sweeping.

End of chapter 2
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Chapter 3

She had effectively dodged Sanan-san for the day when she slid the door to the common room open with a sigh.

"Chizuru?"

Eyes snapping open, she failed to realize it was only Shinpanchi and Harada. "O-oh." She said, "Good evening." Her body slightly tensed but she thought it rude if she were to leave as suddenly as she came. Resigning herself to the assault she was sure was to come, she took a hesitant seat next to Shinpanchi. "What's going on?"

Shinpanchi, oblivious to the slowly tensing atmosphere, threw her a lazy smile. "Just relaxing until the demon catches on and scolds us."

She offered a tentative smile, "That sounds just like you."

He grinned, "Gotta live it up when you walk the streets where you could get killed at any moment." He played with a thought. "How about we go hit up the red light district?"

A blush creeped up her cheeks unwillingly before she looked away.

"Aah." Harada consented mindlessly, looking anywhere but at _her_. Realizing how uncomfortable she was making the both of them, her heart skipped a beat. Chizuru allowed herself one last look at Harada before she stood, garnering both of the male's attention.

"I just remembered… I ah… needed to do some laundry." She didn't look at them while she said this, afraid they would just _know_ if they saw her face. "I'll be going now." Before either of them could say she wasn't obligated to do mundane chores even in the inn, she was out of the room and nearly jogging down the hall. That didn't last long as she rounded a corner and collided face first with someone's chest.

"Oi!"

Chizuru barely avoided falling to the ground, but stepped back bowing. "I'm sorry!"

"It's you…" Hijikita sighed, "Why are you running in the halls?" She glanced back up, wondering what she could possibly say that would get past him. However, when he looked at her, his usual harsh expression melted into one of alarm. "…Why do you look like you're about to cry?"

"Eh?"

He reached a hand out to her. "Did you really hurt yourself from that?"

Putting a hand to her face, she realized with growing alarm the tears that threatened to fall. "N-no… I mean..." Feebly, she shook her head.

Awkwardly, Hijikita placed a large hand atop her hair. He kept it there, to which she had no idea how to respond to. "…Don't push yourself." Then he began to mess up her hair, "You've been looking kind of pale lately."

Stunned, she looked up. He seemed more serious than usual as he regarded her with cool eyes. "Are you doing anything right now?" His response came in the form of a shake of the head. "Good. Follow me." Removing his hand, he stepped around her and walked down the hall to his room. "I want you to run an errand." He stated as she closed the door. "It should be relatively easy seeing as how no one knows you."

In a whirl of confusion, she watched as he scribbled down some instructions and a map before he handed them to her. "At this address, Shimada is on stake out. Give this to him." Briefed, he turned away from her to writing, "After that, the day is yours."

Chizuru left the room in a state of bewilderment, but as she walked to the front entrance, she understood. This was Hijikita's own way of saying he was concerned. Perhaps he had caught on to how strained things were on her own end and wanted to take her mind off that. She had barely begun to smile, after putting on her shoes, when Harada showed up.

The response between the two was immediate, both looking away.

"What are you up to?" He finally managed, standing a ways from her.

She hastily put on her shoes, straightening, "…Hijikita asked me to deliver something." Glancing at the redhead who still hadn't looked at her, she felt her mood plummet drastically. "And you?"

"Aah." Harada laughed, "I was just going out for a walk."

It was unfortunate he had done so while she was just leaving, so she stiffly nodded and began to walk away. "Don't stay out to long." Chizuru murmured, taking a path down the road. Any path. So long as she didn't have to see his face. The dull ache heightened to a throbbing one when he didn't go after her.

But what was she to do? He didn't want to be alone with her in the slightest. 'Harada you idiot.' She thought, finally coming to a stop between an alley. It hadn't occurred to her that she'd been half jogging and half running at this point, only realizing when she had begun to feel short of breath. Leaning weakly against the wood, she closed her tear filled eyes.

Was this it? Was this all she _could_ do in response to the slowly building loneliness? Her throat hurt from keeping in all the emotions but she refused to let herself cry. She reached into her pocket and pulled out the letter Hijikita had given her. 'I need to deliver this.' Wiping away a stray tear, the girl stood. "I can't let myself be affected by this." Even as she said this, she was sure her face was red and her eyes puffy.

"That's the spirit, brat."

Chizuru blinked twice, before turning around. "Shiranui?"

"In the flesh." He commented, walking towards her. The smirk grew more feral, "I was wondering where the little mouse had gone to."

"I'm on an errand." She explained.

"No shit."

Her eyebrows knit together, sure it was obvious she was out and about but… "Rude."

Hearing her murmur, he smirked. "I'm a demon."

"That's always your excuse."

"A good one at that." He shrugged, coming to a stop in front of the tiny female. He threw her an arrogant smirk as he stared her down. "Up for a little mischief?"

"…mischief?"

He watched her turn from miserable to wary but paid no mind to that. "You know, stir things up."

"No…" Chizuru declined, clenching the letter close. "I'm busy."

"Be busy later." Shiranui left no room for argument as he grabbed her by the arm. "We got some things to do."

She weakly glanced up at the demon, brown clashing with purple. "Why would I do that?"

He said this as if he were discussing any light matter of the day. "Because you're absolutely miserable there." By there, he meant with the Shinsengumi. "Anyone with half a brain can see that." The corners of his lips turned up. "So why not make them _appreciate_ you a little more?"

She knew he was playing at something, preying on her delicate state of mind. However, she couldn't find it in herself to care. Anything had to be better than avoiding Harada and Sanan-san like the plague. She neither shook off the hand that held hers in a vice like grip, or made any noise of rebuttal. Instead, she allowed herself to melt into the shadows with the darkness that had begun to follow her.

Not too far away, Yamazaki cursed to himself. He didn't think there'd ever come a day when Chizuru could lose him. He failed to see her walking away with one the demons Hijikita had instructed him to watch out for.

End of chapter 3


End file.
